THE    QUESTING    BEAST
while we awaited the news of disaster that we knew was
inevitable.
The following day I had made up my mind what I
was going to do, and a very stupid decision it turned out
to be. I wanted to get to Constantinople, and the quickest
way was across Turkey. There was one way out through
the Bolshevik lines and that was by the north-east to
Ashtarak, north-west to Alexandropol, south-west to Kars
and Erzerum, and north-r/est to Trebizonde and the sea.
I interviewed the Turkish Consul. He told me the Turks
would let me through and I believed him. He wrote me
a passport in Turkish, including Shura in a laissez-passer,
which I could not read, and on my birthday, March ist,
Shura and I bade good-bye to Dr. Ussher, and with a bundle
of letters for Alexandropol relatives of the townspeople of
Erivan in my saddle-bag I fled, with Veratzian's permission,
from the agony of the past three months, preferring the
unknown to an inevitable retreat through snow and ice to
Persia. Dr. Ussher told me by letter a year later he had a
strange sense of impending dangers that day. I, on the
other hand, was too keen to get away from the sound of the
guns to notice anything.